colonists, in snow-white jackets, began to
serve the dinner. Taranets' special mixed
detachment cast an attentive eye on the pock-
ets of the visitors, noiselessly dumping into
the Kolomak several bottles of samogon,
which had been extracted with the skill of
conjurors, and the courtesy of hosts.

I sat on one side of the young couple, and
Pavel Ivanovich, and Evdokia Stcpanovna sat
on their other side. Pavel Ivanovich, a stern
individual with a beard like that of Saint
Nikolai, the miracle worker, sighed heavily,
either because he was vexed at his son's
having become independent, or because he
could not bear to look at the bottle of beer,
Taranets having only just taken a bottle of
samogon from him.

The colonists are wonderful today, I never
get tired of looking at them. Animated, good-
humoured, gracious, and with a touch of irony
which is all their own. Even the eleventh
detachment, lording it at the other end of
the table, engaged the five guests under their
care in lengthy and sprightly conversation.
I wondered somewhat uneasily if they were
not being a little too frank. I went to see.
Shelaputin, who still retained his childish
treble, was pouring out beer for Kozyr, and
saying:

"You were married in church, and look
how badly it turned out!"
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